Mr. Ugly


It’s like Ozzy Osbourne mixed with a touch of Eddie Murphy if he were 50 years old, but what is more laughable is…he won’t be quiet. Sitting in this seat on the bus gaping at him, makes you feel like you are trapped in a bubble where your only companion is a guy suffering from amnesia and deja vu at the same time. Every five seconds the record upstairs skips and we find ourselves on another song rambling down a new discourse on some dramatically different topic. He has no name; save the one the Streets have given him, Mr. Ugly. I understand why. His jaw juts outward filled with jagged offset teeth, which seem to seethe saliva between their frequent gaps spilling out onto his gums. These mottled gray dentines allot him an almost menacing appearance balanced only by the fact that he wears a smile that pins his ears back to where they nearly disappear behind his head. His eyes flash from light gray to deep brown and never stand still for more than a moment. Instead they dart up and down unpredictably, pausing only to perform what can best be described as an instance of “sizing you up”. He seems to scrutinize your body language, gauging your reaction to his comments as if his next move depends wholly on it. The entire process feels more like a game…like a series of faltering chess moves. I am in the presence of a curbside jester looking for some sympathetic response to a morbidly pathetic routine I have seen too many times before. He dances and sings his song to wheedle me and draw me in, but the game belongs to him the moment I agree to heed him. So I play the only card I have left to trump: I close my eyes, play dead and curl into a slump. Now he’ll leave me be…or so I thought. Indifference is something he’s seen before and it wields no strength in its blow. He clamors on as if I had continued to stare, but my mind has left and turned to another care. Now I sit contemplating why I feel inside that I am a shame, a monster turning his back on a trenchant need. Yet simultaneously I reason, this is not some starving child of Somalia but rather a grown man living in the third largest city in the United States and drawing his survival from the pockets of tourists and benevolent passersby. This is not a dire situation. It is an act; a ghoulishly urbane Shakespeare meant to earn a few pence where it can. But I could draw this thought out forever vacillating back and forth unable to decide the truth of what to do: Do I fix what is broken…or give a token and become the victim? This must linger for a time in my mind, but inevitably as with so many thoughts…the decision lies with each of us. The door locks click open and I exeunt from that playhouse leaving the curtain to close on the lone actor center stage, Mr. Ugly. 
